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through such sequence as the beginnings of love and love as an art. 
The chapter on " Love's Ultimate Meanings " is not altogether satisfactory, 
since Mr. Carpenter hardly tells what the ultimate meanings are. Doubt- 
less from the whole book one derives the doctrine that the ultimate mean- 
ing of love is purely spiritual, that it relates the separate person first to 
one or two, and ultimately to the whole. But the end of the specific 
chapter is merely to state that the passion is a wonderful and mysterious 
thing about which as little as possible should be said. Silence and time 
alone avail to prove its meanings. " These things lie on the knees of the 
gods ; which place — though it may seem, as some one has said, rather cold 
and uncomfortable — is perhaps the best place for them." Mr. Carpenter 
is not afraid to speculate as to states after death, as well as upon 
the more practical subject of the art of dying, or the best preparation 
for so great a change. The body he treats throughout as the root of the 
soul. The real self is related to the All-self, and therefore perfectly safe 
and indestructible. It is this undercurrent of perfect security in the life 
surpassing that of the body which is the basic fact of Carpenter's 
philosophy, and he uses love with its carelessness of physical life as his 
main proof that death is a mere incident in an eternal career. Nowhere 
that we know has reincarnation received a more logical and sensible ex- 
position than in this volume. It is a book too deeply philosophic to be 
given over entirely to faddists, too human to belong only to technical 
philosophers, too important to be passed over by the casual reader, too 
vitally connected with daily living and daily consciousness to be missed 
by any one capable of reflection. 

Death. By Maurice Maeterlinck. New York: Dodd, Mead & Com- 
pany, 1912. 

Very different from Mr. Carpenter's speculations, more timid, more 
attuned to the average consciousness of the man of the world, are Maurice 
Maeterlinck's reflections upon death. Poetic in form and of low flight, 
his speculations are likely to repeat in happier terms the thoughts of all 
men. The limited ego, eternally stretched out over time, would be torture; 
but we have a right to think we shall in some way be perpetuated in some 
wider, more fertile environment. It is possible, he believes, that our best 
thoughts shall welcome us on the other bank, and that the quality of our 
intellect here shall determine that of the infinite that crystallizes about 
us there. This is not so hopeful an idea as the everlasting growth of 
consciousness which Carpenter offers us. 

"It is probable," says Maeterlinck, "that the universe is seeking and 
finding itself every day, that it has not become entirely conscious, and does 
not yet know what it wants." He, however, ends upon the hopeful thought 
that if the universe ever finishes at all, it must reach complete exemption 
from suffering. 

This little volume containing these speculations upon the nature and 
meaning <jf death is the most notable essay Maeterlinck has published 
since those contained in the volumes The Treasure of the Humble and 
Wisdom and Destiny. 

The Hill of Vision. By James Stephens. New York: The Macmillan 
Company, 1912. 
In 1909 the Dublin firm of Maunsel & Co. brought out a tiny 
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volume of verse by James Stephens called Insurrections. The verses were 
dedicated to A. E., and that in itself was a commendation to those who 
search out and love that retiring poet. The volume was full of promise, 
being so evidently by a young man, thoroughly surprised at his own 
generous defiance of life and the Old World's ways. 

"What's the use 
Of my abuse? 
The world will run 
Around the sun 
As it has done 
Since time begun 
When I have drifted to the deuce." 

So much he correctly surmises in his Foreword, but not without the 
poetic thrill of, self-gratulation that he should have discovered and 
ejaculated the fact so cleverly. However, a good dozen of the poems in 
that first little book promised real results when the young man should 
cease to look at himself and begin to look at life. 

The Hill of Vision is a beautiful title, and the tiny prologue is in- 
teresting: 

"Everything that I can spy 
Through the circle of my eye, 
Everything that I can see, 
Has been woven out of me." 

So excellently he begins, and yet the volume is disappointing. The 
Prelude is interminable and full of insignificant repetition. Occasionally 
one is reminded of Blake, but Blake always rewards one for meditation 
upon a seemingly simple statement by the profound significance hidden. 
Somehow one fails to find any particular profundity under such lines as : 

"Damn yesterday! and this and that, 
And these and those, and all the flat 
Dull catalogue of weighty things 
That somehow fastened to my wings." 

The ejaculatory form is worn threadbare in this volume, and too many 
words convey too little meaning. The Hill of Vision cannot bear com- 
parison with the earlier book, but even this statement is far from denying 
that the poet may not recapture his earlier inspiration, and, in time, 
learn more of craftsmanship. 



